THE BATTLEFIELD.
GREEN LAND

THE  INHABITANTS OF GREEN LAND
We live in Green Land.
This is an immensely vast rland. Its inhabitants are
constantly around us,
We trample upon them on badly-swept paths, We dis-
dainfully throw them out together with stale crusts covered
with greenish, lacelike mould. We admire them at the
florists.
Without them we could not exist. They provide our
food. They give us pleasure. What city dweller does not
hasten to spend a summer's day on the soft, silky grass amidst
the rustle of leaves that sounds like the soft lapping of the
waves on the seashore? Who has not enjoyed the charm of
"mushroom excursions" in the autumn woods? And there
are few who have not brought home a bunch of blue corn-
flowers, or of violet bluebells: they make the most crowded
home brighter, cleaner and more cheerful.
And yet, most of us treat the inhabitants of Green Land,
the plant world, with supreme contempt.
"They don't live, they vegetate," we say contemptuously
of people who eat, drink, sleep, work lazily, read only for
pastime, imperceptibly grow old and never see anything
beyond their noses.
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